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WHAT'S YOUR BRAND IMAGE? 


Once clothes 
made the man. 
But today people 
have gone in 
for stereotyped 
personalities 
in their search 
of acceptance. 



'T'HE PSYCHOANALYST looked over at the shapely feminine 
form on his couch. He could see the ends of artificial eye- 
lashes fluttering, and he scribbled “anxiety” on his pad. “Now. 
my dear,” he said professionally, "tell me exactly what your 
emotions were when your husband told you he couldn't stand 
being married to a movie star any longer, and he was leaving.” 

"I told him he could leave if he wanted to,” the star replied. 

“You are evading my question, my dear,” the analyst pressed 
gently. “I want to hear how you felt'' 

Suddenly a fury swept over the star. In a voice that was no 
longer small and childlike, she bellowed, "What the hell do you 
expect of me? I’m a star. If that rat doesn’t want to stay with 
me, he can drop dead ! I’m a star, don't you realize that? I’m a 

Here we see an actual incident that occurred to one of Holly- 
wood’s most glamorous personalities— and true to her chosen way 
of life, her brand image was more important to her than any- 
thing else, including her “real” self. She found the true emotions 
of grief, anger, disappointment and sense of failure-emotions 
provoked by her husband’s leaving-a threat to her image as a 
goddess. 

Yet it is not only movie stars who live and swear by their 
brand images. People from all walks of life have their distinct 
way of behaving in order to conform to the pattern of their par- 
ticular profession. Take the doctor, for example. It used to be 
in the good old days you’d be able to find a real person under- 
neath that nice white coat. Not anymore, though. Today all you 
find is the brand image-the doctor with the intense, studious 
eyes, practiced in telling people they’re getting better when 
they’re really not; you find the furrowed brow, and the carefully 
considered cough, so much a part of the medic’s brand image 
that he’s no longer a thinking human being. Typical of this, is 
an incident which happened to a Miss Ollie Cronkite, who re- 
ports the following encounter with a specialist she consulted in 
reference to a severely stubbed toe. 

“My toe,” said Miss Cronkite, “is in difficulty. It hurts like 
the blazes.” 

“I see,” said the doctor gravely, though he made no effort to 
bend over and actually look at what he claimed he was seeing. 
“Well, Miss Cronkite,” he said, after scratching his chin for the 
prescribed thirty seconds, “It-uh-looks like you've got a problem. 
Am I right?” 

Miss Cronkite couldn’t disagree with (Coni, on p. 69) * 
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HE-MAN SPORT? 

Dear ACE; 

Are you guys kidding? Since when 
has archery been considered the last 

oft base. Bullfighting is the last of 
an sports. Ask Hemingway, 


Bill Fordham 
J and axk him.) 

Dear ACE; 

Thanks for the article on archery. 

I appreciate your in- 


as I do, that hunting game 01 
just shooting at a target with a 
is not nearly so difficult or ultim 
ly satisfying as doing the same ' 





A beautiful girl who's bright might prove 
o clever for her own good. When she does, a 
man has to step in and act on his own. 


ii'T'HE COTTAGE is haunted,” Mike Dur- 
* rand said, emphatically. "And I’m the 
one who ought to know.” 

"Nonsense,” Darline Ashford told him, 
pleasantly. “Cottages don’t become haunted in 
Westchester County.” 

“This one did. I rented it for the whole sum- 
mer, you know, but I wouldn’t spend another 
night there for any amount of money. I sent 
Betty back to the city and bought us an air- 
conditioner, instead.” 

Despite myself, I was almost half convinced. 
Mike was not the man to throw away the long 
green. When he put down cash to rent a house, 
you could be damn sure that if he didn’t get 
his use out of it there was a damn good reason. 
He was also not the sort of guy that you’d 
think of as soft in the head. I knew him as a 
brilliant, young, up-and-coming lawyer. And 
the fact that he had managed to marry the less- 
than-beautiful daughter of the senior partner 
in the firm we both worked for was a tribute 
to his hard-headed determination to get ahead. 

“How did your cottage get itself haunted in 
the first place?” 1 asked him. "Or weren’t you 
able to find out?” 

"Oh, I found out, all right,” he said, bitterly. 
“After I paid the rent for the summer. It seems 
that a lovely young thing was attacked and 
murdered there. Her ghost has stayed around 
ever since, looking for the guy who did her 
dirty.” 

“Piffle!” Darline said, drawing herself up. 
Honestly, that is exactly (Cont. onp. 58) 



[N ROME it's called La Dolce Vita 


International Society, Cafe Society, the Jet Set These are the names they go 
by. The names are interchangeable. As interchangeable as their bed partners. 
Some of them are well-born, while others are on the make, dallying with the hopes 
of making it big - in high society, with lots of dough. 

Have you ever made love 40,000 feet above the Atlantic in a better than 500 
mph jet? Well, then, you couldn't possibly qualify as a m 
group. Have you ever outfitted yourself in expensive ski: 
gone 50-feet below the waves to try out your passion? No 
kind of square? 

Rich men, poor men with titles, movie actresses, party „ 
hundreds of years old, beauty queens and even a few members of govemmi 
These are some of the people who make up the thrill-seeking, anything-goes- 
A group passionately dedicated to awakening jaded appetites. Their theme mi 





Of Cafe Society 
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A slip of the lip may sink 
♦rip to the altar, or it may 
point the way. It depends 

rarely has there been a girl 
who bounced them as often and 
laugh-provokingly as Alicel 









T HE TIME Tom Sawyer got 
out of painting the family 
fence by conning his friends into 
doing it proved one of the most 
unforgettable incidents in the 
Mark Twain classic— so unfor- 
gettable that the luscious lass on 
these pages (who, by the way, 
was named after the novel’s 
hero) couldn’t resist reenacting 
the scene. 

Like her namesake, Tommie 
has an endearing streak of mis- 
chief, loves the outdoors and, 
while she’s healthy and strong, 
would much rather go for a hike 
or a swim than do chores around 
the house. Also, like Tom, her 
adventures are wonderful to 
behold, never failing to hold a 
reader’s interest. It’s a small 
wonder that the girl named after 
an “all-American” boy turns. out 
to be an “all-American” beauty. 


By reenacting a memorable scene 
from the great American novel, the 
lovely lass on the cover ol t li is 
issue proves classic charms always 
manage to stay fresh and enduring. 
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If was T&m Sawyer who said, "Work consists of what- 
ever one is obliged to do. Play consists of whatever 
one is not obliged to, do.” Yet, at work or at play, 
Tommie could make any activity look like a hreeze. 
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As the saying goes, "Love makes the 
world go 'round." Yet, antics of many 
lovers arc enough to make the world 
fly off its axis and zoom into orbit. 


TT/HEN, during the filming of Cleopatra, the Liz 
" Tnylor-Richard Burton romance burst into 
the open and caused a spate of screaming headlines 
and sizzling comment all over the world, the affair 
lost no time in resembling a comic takeoff of a 
daytime TV soap opera. The succession of type 
read like this: LIZ IN THE HOSPITAL; DENY 
L1ZTOOK OVERDOSE ; WILL BURTON LEAVE 
WIFE? EDDIE FLIES TO NEW YORK; EDDIE 
IN HOSPITAL; LIZ-EDDIE SPLIT; LIZ-BUR- 
TON FLY' TO LONDON; BURTON-WIFE 
SPLIT. 

In between there was much moaning, groaning 
and pulling of one’s own hair. To the casual ob- 
server. if this was the "romance of the century,” 




THE WORLD’S GREATEST SCREWBALL LOVERS 
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nation's leading medical experts still insist that hard work won't 
hurt anybody. Yet, it's important to know when and how to stop— as 
these shapely lasses do— in order to stay in healthy, tip-top shape. 


In work or love, never underestimate the power 


T HIS IS THE STORY of Gerry Rapp, a young 
assistant publicist, and his big night of glory. 
Before we actually meet Gerry, however, we must 
first take a look at two New York institutions: 
The Premium building and the Premium Theatre. 
While not the largest movie house on Broadway, 
the Premium remains one of the best known. Like 
the Palace, it’s had a long and checkered career. 
Through the 1920s it was a famous vaudeville 
house and, even after its conversion to the screen, 
it was still known for its stage shows. During the 
’30s and early ’40s, teen-agers of both sexes used 
to line up at five in the morning in order to grab a 
front-row seat whenever a top singer or name 
band would play a date there. 

Nowadays, the Premium is used exclusively as 
a showcase for first-run films. There are no more 
stage shows, and the eager couples who still crowd 
its balcony are forced to either concentrate on the 
screen or Drovide their own, more personal amuse- 
ment. All "this is known to most of the people who 
flock through the Premium’s neo-Victorian lobby. 
Few of them, however, bother to notice a small 
side entrance with the words, “PREMIUM 
BUILDING,” written above it in fading gilt letters. 

Yet, to those in show business, the Premium 
Building is far more important than the Premium 
Theatre, today. Its seven stories house the offices 
of casting agents, booking agents, producers and 
one large Broadway publicity house named Travis, 


Gumpert and Associates, famous in show business. 

The Travis, Gumpert office rented the entire 
fourth floor. A tiny cubicle in the rear of that 
office was the working home of Gerry Rapp. 

Gerry was kept busy each day, taking care of 
jobs nobody else wanted. He would write press- 
releases that never managed to break into the 
newspapers, arrange out-of-town hotel reserva- 
tions and see that clients were kept amused on 
their days off - a task that was referred to as dog- 
walking. Gerry had his dreams, of course. Some 
day, he wanted to get a really big story into the 
papers. He didn’t have anything specific in mind, 
but naturally it would have to do with show- 
business-and preferably with the Premium Thea- 
tre! He thought the old place had one big news 
break left in it, and he wanted to be the one to 
work it out. 

His other dream was more private and had to do 
with Lois Frazier, a secretary who worked in the 
Travis, Gumpert office. Lois was blonde, lithe and 
built to rival the exotic dancers for whom Gerry 
wrote press releases. She had been sitting a few 
feet away from him ever since he started to work 
for the firm in November. But for all the good it 
did him, she might as well have been half-way 
around the world. 

All that winter her face and figure haunted him. 
He started asking her for dates during the spring 
and as spring changed into summer, she accepted. 


IT HAPPENED CN 



of a publicist — especially when he is desperate. 


But somehow this proved worse. When she was 
distant with him at the office, he could put it down 
to her business personality. But when it happened 
on a date, it was just plain discouraging. 

The last time they dated he took her to the 
beach. And the sight of her in a bikini bathing 
suit made him gather all his nerve together and 
kiss her. Anything would have been better than 
what happened - even a struggle or a slap in the 
face. But those kissable lips of hers were com- 
pletely disinterested as they rested against his. It 
was like kissing a wax dummy. He would have felt 
better if he could have told himself that she wasn’t 
interested in men. But something in her eyes 
revealed that this wasn’t so. 

Things might hav gone on that way forever if 
Gerry hadn’t run into Bill Fralley in front of the 
Premium Theatre one day when he was coming 
back from lunch. Bill was a chemist whom Gerry 
had known in college. They hadn’t seen each other 
for a couple of years, and they made an appoint- 
ment to meet that evening for a drink. 

“You look like hell,” Bill told him after a while. 

"I should,” Gerry answered with a sigh. He told 
his friend about the problem with Lois. 

Bill nodded sympathetically. “That sort of thing 
does put a strain on a man,” he said. "Upsets the 
chemical balance.” 

"You’re telling me!” 

They were both silent for a few minutes. Then 


Bill spoke slowly: "I just may be able to help you 
out,” he said. “I’ve been working on a new formula 
to . . . ah . . . make the opposite sex feel more sexy, 

“You mean a love potion?" 

“Not exactly. But it does have the same general 
effect,” he admitted. “I’m not certain about the 

ethics of it . . .” 

“Never mind the details,” Gerry broke in, im- 
patiently. “Does it work?” 

“It should,” Bill said, carefully. “It is a brand- 
new formula, after all, and I’ve never tried it out. 
But, theoretically, at least, a woman can’t resist it.” 

"What do I do? Place a few drops in her drink 
some evening?” 

“No. It’s in powder form and she’ll have to in- 
hale it through the air for about five minutes for 
it to have any effect.” 

Gerry looked crestfallen. “I knew there’d be a 
catch. I can just see myself taking out some mys- 
terious powder and making Lois sniff it for five 
minutes or more.” 

Bill nodded. “Yes.thatdoes have its drawbacks.” 
Suddenly, his eyes lit up. "Tell me. Do you have 
an air-eonditioning system in your office?” 

“Yes. We do.” 

"Then, here’s what you do. Make some excuse 
to keep her late one evening and, once the two 
of you are alone, place the powder in the sys- 
tem!” (Continued on page 70) 
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THE TRUTH ABOUT THOSE 


gleefully discovers that 


I MJT’S A BLUE-GRAY GNATCATCHER," I observed, my binoculars pressed 
| to my eyes. At my side the double-breasted hipswinger I'd brought along 
l on this field trip made a careful notation in her notebook. She paused in her 
writing just long enough to swat a gnat. She missed. 

As it zoomed in on her red-coated rump, I took a swat at it myself. I also 
missed, but she playfully hit back and, warbling a giggle, flew coyly down the 
hillside. The Gnatcatcher forgotten, I took wing and followed. 

1 found her nesting demurely at the bottom of the slope. The flutter of play 
which followed proved to me once again that a bird-watching chick in the 
bush is worth two such canaries in the urban hand. So immersed did I become 
in the follow-up to our billing and cooing that I completely forgot to note 
the markings of a Pied-Billed Grebe which flew overhead. 

It’s not often that I’m indifferent to a rare sight like that. You see. I’ve 
been a conscientious bird-watcher since I was a little kid. Birds had been my 
sole passion until I reached adolescence and began to appreciate another kind 
of chick. By the time I reached manhood, working hours aside, I split my time 
pretty evenly between the two. 

It never occurred to me that the two pastimes could be combined until I 
joined a bird-watching society. For reasons which will become apparent, I 
quit it to join another, and then another. All told, I joined four bird-watching 
clubs and left each of them in turn. 

My thinking in joining them had been the idea of getting together with 
people who had an interest in common with me. Particularly, I had hoped to 
establish rapport with some female bird-watchers. This might have been 
possible, except that I was driven off by the fact that the females I encoun- 
tered fell into the following categories: 

Over-Age Chickadee. Easily identified by its fat-tailed waddle and bright 
plumage, this species flocks together, forms its own society and cackles to 
attract young, single fledglings into its nest. The prey soon finds feathers 
flying over him, and if he isn’t cautious, his wings may be clipped in the melee. 

Beady-Eyed Husband Hunter. A true bird of prey, this specimen may be 
recognized by its mating call, which goes like this: “So-how-come-a-nice- 
looking - fellow - like - you - isn’t - married - so - what - kinda - work - do - 
you - do - so - you - make - a - nice - living . so - whaddaya - wanna - miss - out 
-on-wedded-bliss-for-so-aincha-lonely, etc.?” There are infinite varieties to this 
call, some more subtle in their trill than others, but all unmistakable to the 
wary male bird-watcher. 

Gold-Digging Sapsucker. “Gimme-gimme-gimme” is the shrill cry of this chick. 
Also known as the Bill-Running Man-Mangler, its plumage isalluring, sparse and 
expensive. Many a male bird-watcher has been fooled by the camouflage hiding 
its predatory instincts. 

Apron-Stringed N ester. A sub-species of the Silly Goose, the chirp of this 
creature is a simple "Mama-sez-Mama-sez.” Incapable of flying under its own 
power, it remains under the wing of its mother until time transforms it 
into an Over-Age Chickadee. 

Gravel-Throated Henpecker. A variety of Shrike, this one is noted for its 
sudden swooping and great tenacity when it gets the male in its claws. Can- 
nibalistic. mating brings out the worst in the Henpecker. Its call is varied, 
but always a danger signal. 

My feathers ruffled by these and other varieties of sharp-feathered femmes 
I encountered in bird-watching clubs, I gave up on ornithological rapport and 
decided to go back to my solitary sparrow-spotting. (Cont. on p. 60) 
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A production assistant in a New York advertising agency, 
Maria shares a summer house in nearby Long Beach with 
three other girls in her office. As the fall season approaches, 
this dark-haired beauty and her friends already have begun 
to think about the coming whirl of cocktail parties in town 
and the idyllic weekend rides in the country. So a girl as 
popular as Maria doesn’t mind at all preparing herself to 
shut down her spectacular sea house in the August sun. 








SAILORS ARE LOUSy LOVERS 
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WHAT DREAMS MAY COME 



PLAYTHINGS FOB PLAYMATES 



See next page 















Servicemen, tourists and residents alike find Panama City a 



A LL CITIES are many cities. This applies to such prosaic 
places as Reading. Pennsylvania and Hohokus, New Jersey. 
But where this multi-faced quality is most noticeable is in the 
romantic ports of call at the crossroads of the world. I'm in one 
of the most romantic of all. at the moment-Panama City. When 
1 leave here I’ll carry away many memories; but the most vivid 

will be three-one for each of Panama's faces: 

First, Panama City is a "sin town," whatever that is. So many 
communities of the world have been described as sin towns in 
recent years, I expect Reading and Hohokus to be next. Sure, 
Panama is reeking with sin, sadism, vice and viciousness-like 
most other places-but most of it is out in the open. It's refresh- 
ing, that way. Going to Panama, some day? Want to know where 
to go? Listen: 

My first trip— I was green ; that was four years ago. 1 made 
one acquaintance, then, that paid off when I returned this time. 
Her name is-for our purpose-Ginny, and she's one of the young- 
est, prettiest arid smartest floosies in Central Amcrica-or any- 
where else. When I looked her up, this trip (so she could help me 
brush up on my Spanish, naturally), she said, “Okay, Senor 


After the show is over, entertainers will join their audi- 
ence and make selves available to highest bidder. 



Kevin, you are grown up, now-we shall do the rounds, si?” 

Si, indeed, and see, I did. Ginny, who is the daughter of an 
American engineer-a real louse type who abandoned his Indian 
mistress and daughter during the War-was dressed tastefully 
(m case we stopped in for a drink at the Panama Hilton or the 
National ) , but that didn't cramp our style. We started out in low 
gear at the El Sombrero, Panama’s best night club, where they 
put on a show that would rock the clipped pigeons at the Latin 
Quarter in New York. 

Then, properly fueled, we lit our fuses and took off. Our orbit 
consisted of the rounds," und we hit every brothel worth hitting 
in Panama. Incidentally, I wouldn't advise everi/body to make 
this “kicks" tour of Panama-at least, not with a girl guide. The 
prostitutes at the various establishments kind of resent it- they 
think it's an insult-and they're likely to tear both you and your 
"es-courtesan" to shreds. 

But Ginny was well known and-unusually-liked by all. Or 
nearly all. We drove straight out the Via Espana, on which, it 
seems, most of Panama City's life is to be found. About a mile 
beyond the El Sombrero, the fun houses begin. (Cont. next page) 


Hotel*— from the highest dot* to the loweit-cater to 
romancing fun-seeker*, wishing to "do up the town." 




THE CITY WHERE ANYTHING GOES-FOR EVERYBODY 
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How to ATTBflCT WOMEN 









jiflMHI Make Up to *5 an Hour by 
Hgysi our MAGIC MAIL PLAN. ..get 
orders and cash from your mailman! 
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Actress Trudy Ware 
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Mixed Emotions 






The ship's coming in, bringing another seaside vacationer the latest 
issue of ACE. And what could be more welcome? Inside you'll find 
exciting articles, thrill-packed fiction and beauties in full color. 


